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had I marked so victorious a visage. An uimatural splendour
sparkled in my eye, nay lip was impressed with energy, my
nostril dilated with trinniph. I stood before the tall mir-
ror, and planted my foot, and waved my arm. So mnch
more impressive is reality than imagination! Often in
reverie had I been an Alberoni, a Ripperda, a Richelieu;
but never had I felt, when moulding the destinies of the
wide globe, a tithe of the triumphant exultation, which was
afforded by the consciousness of the simple fact that T was
an under secretary of state.

CHAPTER XII.

1 HAD achieved by this time what is called a great reputation.
I do not know that there was any one more talked of and
more considered in the country than myself. T was my
father's only confidant, and secretly his only counsellor. I
managed De Bragnaes admirably, and always suggested to
him the opinion, which I at the same time requested. He
was a mere cipher. As for the Count de Moltke, he was
very rich, with an only daughter, and my father had already
hinted at what I had even turned in my own mind, a union
with the wealthy, although not very pleasing, offspring of
the maker of cream cheeses.

At this moment, in the zenith of my popularity and
power, the Norbergs returned to the capital. I had never
seen them since the mad morning which, with all my
boasted callousness, I ever blushed to remember; for the
Count had, immediately after my departure, been appointed
to an important although distant government. Nor had
I ever heard of them. I never wished to. I drove their
memory from my mind, but Christiana, who had many
correspondents, and among them the Baroness, had of
course heard much of me.